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The Volumes, edited by Professor R. Tanabe, 
Professor T. Ochiai and Professor I. Nishizaki, con-
tain all the lectures delivered by Hearn at the Tokyo 
Imperial University during the period 1896-1903, in-
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finality stamped on every part c-f it. 
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The lonely soul of Lafcadio Hearn apparently 
found in Professor Chamberlain one of the few 
in Japan with whom he could talk on equal 
terms, one to whom he could freely speak his 
mind. Theirs were differentcharacters,-Hearn, 
who was more emotional, making a striking con-
trast to Chamberlain, who called himself "cold· 
. blooded northerner" and was in the "habit of, 
so to say, looking at things, not judging them, 
and tolerating everything except intolerance." Still the intellectual associations 
between the two were very intimate and of high order, and there was, the 
letters show, a perfect understandin~;t between them. Professor Chamberlain's 
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some aspects of his life and character that have been left untouched by his 
biographers. First comes "the important phase of Hearn's transition from a 
frustrated career in the West to a career of fulfilment and relative happiness in 
the East." The crucial turning point in his life is described somewhat in detail, 
with the reasons and methods of Hearn's journey to the Orient. The other 
chapters comprise a study of one special aspect of Hearn's character, namely 
his profound love for animals; and an attempt to reveal Hearn as a literary 
craftsman, and also to reveal his merits as a poet, recovering from his scattered 
works some of his verses exemplifying his latent poetic gifts. 
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Harvest Time in Suffork, England 
The picture shows a field of oats being cut near Woodbridge. 
SHAW, AT 80, REMAINS THE 
* * ACTIVE REBEL * * 
By CLAIR PRICE 
If you are out in the country above 
Malvern in Worcestershire this morning 
and are caught up and passed by a beard-
ed and benevolent old gentleman hurrying 
up into the hills with his long legs and 
arms swinging like clockwork and his 
breathless companion blowing like a whale 
in an effort to keep up, that will be George 
Bernard Shaw in full and precipitate flight 
from his eightieth birthday. 
Even if you had. never heard of Mr. Shaw 
you would look twice at the patriarchal 
glory of snow-white beard which he wears 
about his pink features. To encounter him 
unexpectedly on a quiet Sunday morning 
m the hills above Malvern is about as 
startling as to encounter Jupiter-and Karl 
Marx and old Dr. Ibsen as well-all com-
bined in one benign and bearded being, 
and striding past in a Norfolk jacket and 
old-fashioned cycling knickers which make 
his long legs look all the longer. 
The wonder of it is not that such glori-
ous beings exist, but that they exist here 
and now-in this ingloriously human world 
that drinks beer and smokes tobacco and 
invents religions to give itself a hope of 
heaven. In such a world Mr. Shaw can be 
no other than Mr. Shaw, a man so terribly 
in earnest about the problem of righteous-
ness that he cannot possibly be serious, an 
Old Testament prophet with a consummate 
nimbleness at clowning and pirouetting. 
As a literary figure he is very great, but 
some of his contemporaries have been 
greater. As a social force he has conquer-
ed the earth as no man has conquered it 
since Byron. 
Not long after Mr. Shaw passes you on 
the hills above Malvern this morning you 
will probably be overtaken by all the post-
office messenger boys in the town with 
birthday wires and cables for him, and all 
the Malvern postmen with bags of birth-
day letters for him, and all the florists' 
delivery vans in Malvern laden down with 
Price 3 sen Published by the Hokuseido Nishikicho, Kanda, Tokyo 
birthday bouquets for him, all plodding 
patiently after him. And that will be Mr. 
Shaw's eightieth birthday in search of Mr. 
Shaw. But by that time the old gentle-
man will be over the hills and far away. 
He is at the Malvern festival today just 
as he is every year. He is the lion of Mal-
vern just as the other Shakespeare is the 
posthumous lion of the Stratford-on-Avon 
festival in the next country. The doings 
at Malvern began last night, with "Saint 
Joan" played to an audience of devout 
Shavians from all over Europe and Amer-
ica. There is always a buzz of reu.nion 
which accompanies the assembling of the 
faithful at Malvern, but last evening's pro· 
ceedings acquired an added excitement 
from the circumstances that today is the 
master's eightieth birthday. 
* * * 
All over the world the newspapers pay 
tribute to him today. In many capitals 
there are birthday performances in his 
honor. He has audiences in every country 
and on every continent. He is the greatest 
satirist since Swift and one of the most 
famous of living men. As a literary figure 
he is a giant-but with limitations. He 
does not really like the human race. But as 
a satirist, as a social tonic and stimulant, 
he belongs, as Byron did, as much to the 
world as to England. 
"You were quoted as saying some rather 
hard things about Americans during your 
visit to the United States last Winter," he 
was told by a reporter who saw him in 
London a few days ago. 
"I've said many hard things-! suppose 
you mean true things-about the human 
race," he replied. Then he added: " Those 
Americans who believe that the human 
race consists exclusively of Americans and 
some black men to clean their boots for 
them have taken offense. But all intelli-
gent Americans make more of me than 
any mere mortal could deserve." 
"What was the most encouraging aspect 
of American life which you noted in the 
United States?" he was next asked. 
"I didn't notice any," he said. 
"Suppose that when you left Dublin at 
the age of 20 you had followed the natural 
bent of the Irish and had emigrated to 
New York instead of London. Suppose 
that for the last sixty years you had been 
the center of New York's intellectual life 
instead of London's. Can you picture the 
course which your life would have taken? 
Would you have stood for Congress on the 
Socialist ticket? " 
"I don't know," he answered, "but I 
should certainly not have stood for Con-
gress and I doubt whether Congress would 
have stood for me." 
"What is the most momentous change 
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which you would have brought about in I men build on their sympathies. He has The plot doesn't matter. There are times 
American national life if you had actually ' built on his antipathies. indeed when the actors forget all about 
lived among the Americans instead of ob· 1 He is one of the most lovable men alive. the plot and give themselves up to long, 
stinately remaining 3,000 miles away?" He is not far from saintliness and danger- moralizing speeches. At such times Mr. 
"I might have married an American ously near canonization-a hard fate for a Shaw becomes the greatest ventriloquist 
woman." man who much prefers to be feared, who in the history of the theatre; for all his 
As things turn out, it is thus in Malvern has gone to any amount of trouble to little dummies talk with the same voice, 
and not New York that Mr. Shaw spends maintain a life-long reign of terror about and what they haven't time to say on the 
his eightieth birthday, and there will be himself. He is the proudest man in the stage you can read in the preface. 
little else talked of in Malvern today. But world. You would as soon think of clap- For nearly half a century that voice has 
it seemed certain a few days ago that there ping Jupiter on the back as of attempting been the most brilliant and the most honest 
would be no formal observance of the oc- familiarities with Mr. Shaw. He reveals no of living voices. When every allowance 
casion. The patriarch of Malvern would warmth of emotion or any of the endear- has been made for Mr. Shaw's superb 
not hear of it. He comes to his eightieth ing human frailties. He professes to be stagecraft, it was the wit and irony and 
birthday much against his will. Time, 1 pure, cold intellect. paradox of that irreverent voice that built 
which has had little mercy from him, is 1 He deals in abstract ideas rather than in I the world·wide Shavian empire. 
taking a particularly subtle sort of revenge 
in reminding him that he is no longer 
Mephistopheles with long forked tail and 
a beard lapped in flame but one of the very 
elders whom Mephistopheles used so dili-
gently to assail. 
His beard has turned white and silky 
today. Gone are "G. B. S." and the cap 
and bells. "G. B. S." was the intellectual 
half of a genius. He was all intellect, he 
was magnificently cocksure, he knew all 
the tricks of drawing a crowd back in the 
days when the real Mr. Shaw had need of 
a crowd. The real Mr. Shaw is much 
more than the world's jester. He has mel-
lowed and ripened with advancing years. 
·He is still a man of tremendous vitality 
and endless challenge. He is still grow-
ing, and it may easily be that the best of 
him is still to come. 
* * * And, indeed, suppose he were to consent 
to Malvern's making a birthday occasion 
of tomorrow's garden party. \Vould any 
man dare murmur birthday platitudes, 
however heartfelt, in that dazzling pres-
ence? No living man fires the imagina-
tion more than he does. He sets you 
tingling. His soft Irish brogue and his 
restless hands are never still. He is 
trained to a needle, both in mind and body. 
You can't sit with him for two minutes 
without being stimulated by the energy of 
his gray blue eyes, his pink complexion that 
has never known soap, his bony six-foot 
frame that has never known the beef and 
beer of the oafish, dull-witted English. 
Would any man risk the retort that 
platitudes would bring from such a being? 
He is the kindest and gentlest of men; 
yet he has raised unkindness to one of the 
minor arts. He has devoted half a century 
to insul ting people for the good of their 
souls. He has turned the acid spray of his 
scorn on every sort of platitude, stupidity 
and complacency that keeps men clotted 
in their own comforts. There is only one 
man living who can presume to congrat· 
ulate Mr. Shaw on his eightieth birthday, 
and that is Mr. Shaw. 
We have here the foremost of living 
Puritans. He is fiercely fastidious. It may 
be that he is not so much a lover of righte· 
ousness as an inveterate hater of waste 
and disorder, of shams and hypocrisies and 
incompetence. A mind so passionately ob-
sessed with tidiness has naturally not found 
a great deal in the world about him of 
which to approve. He is anti-vaccination, 
anti-vivisection, anti many other things. 
He eats no meat, he takes no tea or coffee, 
he neither drinks nor smokes. He has 
opposed everything but himself. Other 
Teetotaler-
He drinks no 
spirits, no tea, 
no coffee; he eats 
no meat; he doesn't 
smoke. 
human personalities. He has only to poke 
his pen at an idea and it leaps up alive and 
goes rushing through men's minds like a 
strong, cleansing wind. He is not greatly 
interested in individuals. He is too remote 
from ordinary life to know it well or to 
care much for it. 
But as a pulpiteer he towers head and 
shoulders above his generation. It was the 
street-corner soap box and the Fabian So-
ciety that started him, but he has found a 
better pulpit since then, and there is not 
the slightest mystery about what it is. He 
is one of the greatest living masters of 
stagecraft. "Arms and the Man," "John 
Bull's Other Island," "Blanco Posnet," 
"Man and Superman" "Pygmalion," 
"Heartbreak House" and "Saint Joan" 
are titles that convey their own memories 
of flashing wit and unsurpassable dialogue 
- above all, of that startling Shavian trick 
of loosing some strong and sinewy realist 
(a woman, an artist, an Irishman or a 
Napoleon) upon a handful of fatted senti· 
mentalists. 
* * * Such plays are like a bath of healthy 
cynicism which leaves the mind cleansed 
and invigorated. They are full of topicali-
ties and modernisms: even in" Saint Joan" 
there is a top hat. They range through 
every great problem of the times, including 
the problem of posterity. 
Critic-He 
has devoted 
half a century to 
" insulting people for 
the good for their souls.'' 
Of late years that voice has drawn closer 
to the babel of other voices which seek 
answers to larger riddles than those of con-
temporary morals and sociology. Mr. Shaw 
has joined his fellow-men in the search for 
some mystic escape from the materialism 
of the world about him. But it is typical 
of him that in doing so he has been caught 
up into the cloud of pure reason, in which 
he has found the Superman; and in his 
pentateuchal "Back to Methuselah" he 
has passed clean out of the common under-
standing in search of some new heaven 
and earth of his own. 
Common men, whatever else they may 
make of the Shavian ancients in "Back to 
Methuselah," might conceivably regard 
these wise and terrifying creatures as a 
plea for longevity by a man who is still 
tremendously young and alive, who still 
has centuries of ideas in his head-a man 
who passionately revolts at the thought of 
the common end. 
* * * You might expect that Dublin, which 
gave this superb being to the world, would 
note in some formal and public way the 
fact that he is 80 today. Indeed, Dublin 
planned to put up a memorial tablet on the 
old house in Synge Street where he was 
born. It also planned a birthday dinner 
which he was to attend. But its plans 
came to the same end as Malvern's did. 
OCTOBER THE POLE STAR MONTHLY 
The Dublin Pen Club's invitation drew this 
reply from Mr. Shaw: · 
"Please celebrate the eightieth anniver· 
sary of my death instead. The subject is 
too delicate to be discussed publicly during 
my lifetime. You mean well. When you 
are 79 yourself you will understand." 
Dublin had him, of course, for only the 
first twenty years of his life, but it gave 
him his Irish Protestant ancestry, and he 
has frequently been referred to as the 
greatest Protestant of our time. Dublin 
may have given him more than that. For 
the Shavian wit has a fizz and sparkle that 
are Dublin's own. It is champagne with· 
out a headache in it. A prolonged bout of 
it leaves you limp with laughter but with· 
out the faintest idea of what it was all 
about. 
But whereas Dublin gave him his start, 
it was England, and particularly the rich 
and unctuous England of the Eighteen 
Nineties, that gave him a population to 
shock, to amuse and finally to capture. 
Coal, iron and the unsuspected empire that 
the jubilees revealed had done their work 
in that England of the Nineties. The great 
lights of Victorian culture had gone out; 
Oscar Wilde went down to defeat and 
William Morris died. That was the Eng-
land in which a better than Wilde arose to 
combat the thick sentimentality in which 
the Victorian era was ending. 
The young Shaw was a whirlwind of an 
Irishman with a red beard and a brown 
jacket. He read in the British Museum 
" with 'Das Kapital' at one elbow and 
'Lohengrin' at the other." He wrote tracts 
and treatises for the Fabian Society. He 
talked on soap boxes, in halls, in drawing 
rooms, wherever anybody would listen to 
him, on vaccination, the theory of money, 
women's rights, sweated labor and sewage 
disposal. 
And what a fight he made of it! He in-
sulted the middle classes, the Liberal party, 
the Englishman's home, his food, all the 
various priestcrafts that the English have 
set up, religious, medical and legal; the 
Englishman's attitude. toward his women; 
all the national idols, Shakespeare includ-
ed; even the sacred myth of respectability. 
He flung "Widowers' Houses" at the Eng-
lishman's head, and when that produced a 
terrific scandal he followed it with "Mrs. 
Warren's Profession," which was banned 
a! together. 
It was done with wit and insolence. It 
was also done with deadly seriousness. 
The great thing to remember about that 
steady sapping away at the most cherished 
ideals of the English is that the young Mr. 
Shaw was a man with a mission. Behind 
all the .fizz and sparkle there was a per-
fectly serious man with a high public spirit. 
"Does the world conduct its affairs more 
intelligently today than it did then? " he 
was asked recently. "No," he said. 
"What advice may the world expect 
from you on your eightieth birthday?" 
was another question. 
"None," was the answer. "The world 
doesn't take my advice." 
Mr; Shaw has helped to clear the world, 
including England, of some of its most 
suffocating myths and hypocrisies, and it 
may be that time will reveal that as his 
greate10t · achievement. It has fallen to 
ON THE SOVIET FRINGE 
* * 
The Caucasus Old and New * 
* 
The following are observations of a travel-
ler in the Caucasus, Georgia, and Armenia. 
Arm-chi is in the heart of the Caucasus, a 
long and almost empty valley linked to the 
Georgian military r6ad by a puny thread of 
a lane. The place begins as one of our own 
Yorkshire dales, with smooth green flanks 
and grey outcroppings of rock. Then at a 
sha1·p turn it deepens and narrows, and here 
I dropped the pilot, a Russian, who had 
begun to hang back. They were only lngushi 
up the valley, he said: a Moslem tribe who 
spoke no Hussian nor anything else you 
would call a language; though the village 
mullah, he added, might have a few words 
of Hussian. 
I wandered on to the last section of the 
valley. At the first village everyone was 
amiable but tongue-tied. The next village, 
five miles farther on, was set on a mound. 
Above the roofs rose seven or eight watch-
towers, slender and black·capped with tiles. 
The Village Scholar 
At the very top of the village I came on 
two women and some children paddling 
kneedeep in a trench of black mud. Near 
at hand three men were asleep in the shade 
of a wall. "They went to sleep again when 
they saw you had no gun," said one of the 
women in Russian. The three woke up once 
others to scatter their seed on the cleared 
ground. 
* * * Nowadays Mr. Shaw has a London flat 
in Whitehall Court, where he spends two 
or three days a week and where most of 
the passing world knows him. He does 
little more than "office work" there, for 
he is the most accessible of men and has 
a constant stream of callers in the morn-
ings. His real home is hidden away in the 
green depths of Hertfordshire, some twenty 
miles north of London, and here his callers 
are limited to occasional week-end guests. 
The hamlet of Ayot St. Lawrence, in 
which he lives, has a population of less 
than 100. Newspapers reach it only by 
mail, and the nearest railway station is 
miles away. There is not even a country 
bus line. The hamlet lies at a point where 
two country lanes cross at a dip in the 
rolling farmlands, and in this solitude most 
of Mr. Shaw's real work is done. "Shaw's 
Corner," once the rectory, consists of a 
couple of acres of well-shaded lawns and 
gardens, with its own artesian well, its 
own dynamo for producing electricity, its 
own bees and fantail pigeons and plenty 
of flowers. 
Except in the depths of Winter Mr. Shaw 
spends most of his working days in the 
stfn-hut, far back among the trees in his 
grounds. It is a large hut which revolves 
on an axis so that it can be turned with 
the sun. It is furnished with a desk, book-
shelves, a couch for .his after-dinner nap, 
and a telephone which enables him to be 
summoned to the house for meals. 
The New York Tinus Magazine, July 26, 1936. 
more at the sound C){ voices and came across, 
each man tall imd looking taller for his 
Cossack hat, black beard, and bulky sheep-
skin jacket. Each wore a dagger at his belt, 
with brass sheath inscribed with Arabic 
characters. Who was I? Where had I come 
from? One could speak a rough dialect of 
Russian. 
I explained. He shook his head and look-
ed at me out of his eye corners. No. I was 
not British ; he knew better than that;· I was 
a Communist officer from Moscow, come to 
watch over them. I pulled from my pocket 
a scrap of paper which had a London ad-
dress printed on it. The woman in the mud-
bath, evidently the scholar of the village, 
held the paper upside-down before her eyes, 
and declared that indeed it said London. 
We all sat down at that. Had we, they 
asked, a ~<,JViet in England? What then? 
A king? But they had been told there were 
no kings left. Was America in England? 
I then asked if they had any Communists 
in the valley. They spread their hands and 
called loudly on Allah three times. "No, 
we are none of us Communists here. We are 
all poor people." Nobody came to pay their 
wages, they said. They grew what they 
could, built homes in the ruins (the women 
were paddling the mud for mortar), and for 
the rest, it appeared, brooded on the days 
that were gone. 
But I would be hungry? They asked me 
into one of the houses, a low dark place of 
two rooms, and in the outer room we all sat 
down cross-legged on a bright carpet. A 
tall young woman broke me a lump of 
maize bread from a loaf warm from the 
stove. Another dropped a crumbly piece of 
white cheese into my hand. A third poured 
water from a slender-necked pewter jug. 
"My three wives," my host explained. 
Children came in, ragged little urchins all 
of them-Yunnus, Yussuf, DinLshka, Ibra-
him. Dinushka settled against my knees, 
playing with my tie, while her father inquir-
ed of prices of clothes in England. In the 
middle of the talk I noticed Dinushka's face 
and hands. The child was riddled \vith 
chicken-pox, probably small-pox. I bowed 
more quickly than is customary, offered my 
thanks from a respectable distance, and 
walked the next three miles with more 
energy than was wise under the hot sun. 
A State Farm 
That was one day among many in the 
Soviet countryside. The Ingushi were the 
most primitive community I stumbled across. 
They had only the vaguest ideas (most of 
them wrong) about the Soviet system; and 
they cared to know no more. At the other 
end of the scale was a State farm, Shadar-
linsky Number 3, on the high Armenian 
desert plateau. The ride across the desert 
from Erivan had scorched us, and here at 
last was cool shade under the finiki, low 
date trees with a refreshing aroma about 
them rather like ripe pippins. The farm 
director brought us wine, and as we drank 
pointed out green fields near at hand that 
had been newly won from the desert. He 
had now nearly a thousand acres of vine· 
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yards, well over a thousand acres of or-
chards, and grazing land for 200 cattle 
Twenty years ago the farm all told was of 
300 acres. 
MADRID IN WAR-TIME: 
CITY OF NERVES AND DEPRESSION 
Grants from Moscow 
I asked to see the byres. They were airy 
and clean, with good floors, and in the stalls 
was as fine a herd of red cattle as I have 
seen outside England or Denmark. They 
were well fed and well groomed; all reared 
from stock imported five or six years ago. 
I asked where the money had come from. 
"Grants from Moscow," they said readily. 
Vve went on to see the cows and pigs 
owned by individual members of the farm. 
Again there was every s ign of good breed-
ing and careful management. Later I wan-
dered round the farmstead, looking into the 
club, creche, kindergarten, and hospi tal. 
These names were only approximate; the 
equipment in each was primitive; but the 
rooms were clean and (perhaps the best 
testimonial) the creche was full and the 
hospital empty. Almost all the workers lived 
in long, wooden, double-storeyed blocks of 
flats, generally one fami ly to a room, and 
that not very big. Across one room was 
stretched a banner: "Our thanks go to 
Stalin, who has made our life happier. " 
Those were the two extremes, the Ingush 
village and the Armenian farm. I went 
later to many other farms in Armenia , 
Georgia, the North Caucasus, and the 
Ukraine. Most of them in efficiency and 
general welfare resembled the Armenian 
farm. 
A poignant photograph from t he sou th of Spain: Women pleading with rebel 
troop for tl1e lives of their manfolk, as the rebels enter the town of Constantina, 
between Seville and Cordoba; with white flags of surrender hanging from the win-
dows. ____ , ___ _ 
Where, I wondered, was Armenia getting 
the money for this esti mable work? One 
day I had a talk of three hours with M 
Volchkoff, the diplomatic agent of the Soviet 
Commissariat of Foreign Affairs, and with 
!'.[. Egasarian, Commissar for Education. 
Both are young, qui e t, and methodical in 
expressing their thoughts. They made it 
plain that the Union Government in Moscow 
regarded Armenia as an important strategi-
cal and industrial unit of the Union. It lies 
on the P ersian and Turkish frontie rs, and 
has many ores, particularly copper, which 
can be developed still furthe r. Moscow, 
therefore, has year by year g iven substantial 
grants from the All-Union budget to Arme-
nia. The r esult is the r ebirth of a nation. 
Stalin 
In Georg ia, over the mountains from 
Armenia, the upheaval continues. Almost 
everywhere are signs of progress and every· 
where great contrasts between new and old. 
In Tillis itself, the capital, a man may step 
across four centuries in as many streets. 
Georgia is moving in a way that tunny of 
the elders do not l ike. They have prided 
Th e following uncensm·ed d·ispatch des· 
cribes the situat ion in Madrid, where, though 
there is no food shortage yet, depression and 
nerVO!lS!Iess exist, while the campaign against 
supporters of the Right has fill ed the prisons 
to ove1/lowing. 
In sp ite of the fa tali sm of tlui Madrile iios 
and the present relative t ranquillity, the 
g reat shadow of uncertainty hove rs over the 
Spanish capital. The knowl edge that a long 
and bitter struggle lies ahead has made its 
mark upon the people. Their depression 
has been increased by the sight of depart-
ing forei gne rs. There are many Spaniards 
who would like to get away, but thei r pass-
port and money diffi culties arc insuperable. 
Nothing less than ruin s tares many in the 
face. 
Madrid has not yet suffe red from food 
shortage. Before the railway to Val encia 
and Alicante was reopened by the capture 
of A lbacete there was grea t anxiety. So 
long as this line is open Madrid will not 
starve. The ne wspapers have shrunk most-
ly to four pages, for the paper mills of the 
themselves on the ir independence all their flective and benign, rounder in the face than 
lives, and now (some of them told me) they of old, with humorous wrinkl es about the 
bother with Communism ·as little as they eyes, pipe in hand, and a genera l air of 
can. Sometimes their reluctance seems due dreaming of some new and coll ectivized 
to an almost personal jealousy of Stalin, a Worcestershire. An old woman poin ted to 
sharp resentment that be, born and bred the poster : " Like you, citizen, the great 
among them and no better than the next Stalin has a pipe." I said I thought it a 
lad, should have done so well for himself I fl a ttering coincidence. " Yes," she sa id, 
with all his wild notions; and sometimes to "the old rascal." Such incidents are not 
sheer unwillingness to make a change. likely to cause many sleepless nights in the 
\Vhatever the cause, it is there, and is sur- Kremlin. They stick in the mind because 
prisingly freely expressed. they are exceptions to a fervid chorus of 
Not far from the Cathedral in Tillis was praise. 
a poster of Stalin; of the new Stalin, re· -The Times Weekly Edition, London. 
Basque country are in the hands of the in-
surgents. Moreover, with the censorship 
alert and adverti sement all but dead, there 
r emains littl e to print but the speeches and 
the comJJWniqwi. 
Cinemas and theat res are open, but audi-
ences have wofu ll y shrunk. The theatres 
gi ve many entertainments for charity, in a id 
o f hospitals, for the child 1·en of militi amen, 
or for the International Hed H elp. Girls, 
accompanied by an armed conll'ade, make 
street collections assiduously all day for the 
Socorro Hojo (ned Help). 
Plight of The Wounded 
Elforts are be ing made to utilize the huge 
buil dings confiscated from the r eli gious 
Orders. Worke rs have come forward, but 
find it diffi cult to ge t ransacked rooms in 
order and to improvise services. Sectarian 
feel ing is so bitte r that, even in hospitals 
whe re they w~re voluntary workers, nuns 
fu lly qualified as nurses have been chased 
away in spite of the doctors' protests. There 
is a dearth of qualified medical attendants. 
The proportion of wounded who die is fear-
fully high, owing to the lack of adequate 
fir st-aid. 
Traffic police have reappeared, and efforts 
are be ing made to regulate the indiscrimi· 
nate activities of the private cars fully of 
armed men. These are no longer supposed 
to ci rculate without a precise mission and 
police authority. Special patrols are told 
off to see that this is observed. Thus a feel· 
ing of greater collective security is r eviving. 
The pulse of a g reat c ity soon rev ives. 
S till, l arge numbers of the inhabitants of 
Madrid clare not leave their homes. In spite 
of the strict police instructions, populated 
cafe fronts, and the nowds filling the Gran 
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Via, class oppression continues. Threats, 
freely published in a regime of otherwise 
iron censorship, are not idle, as those who 
visit the morgue in search of lost relatives 
know. 
"The Watchword" 
In lnformaciones, a Liberal-Conservative 
newspaper now "taken over" by the Frente 
Popular, it was recently announced in heavily 
leaded type: "The only good rentista is the 
dead one." "The watchword is extermina-
tion" declares the Mundo Obrero in large 
red letters across its front page. The Com-
munist Deputy, Dona Dolores lbarruri, calls 
for the imprisonment of the wives and 
children of "all those who have plunged 
Spain in a bath of blood." Thus the life of 
each Republican volunteer for the front 
''shall be guaranteed by that of a mother 
or child of a traitor.'' Such threats passed 
by the censor are not exactly reassuring. 
Hostile bands are busy tracking down 
even boys of 16 whose names were found on 
Right association lists. The prisons in 
Madrid are crammed and supplementary 
ones have been opened. The playwright 
Senor Munoz Seca and the writer Don Ra-
miro de Maeztu are among those arrested 
without a charge being made. In two of 
the prisons the food is plentiful and good. 
At the Model Prison an English journalist 
who was lodged there for several days des-
cribed it as uneatable. 
Tranquillity received a rude shock on Fri-
day, August 7, when a black aeroplane flew 
leisurely over Madrid at no great height 
towards dusk. It dropped no bombs. Shortly 
afterwards instructions were broadcast for 
all lights to be extinguished at 10 p m. 
Nervous Nights 
One of the most disturbing results of 
these precautions came from the firing that 
broke out in many parts of the city after 
dark and continued sporadically until dawn 
It was a reminder of the thousands of armed I When this conception failed to explain 
men, alert and apparently nervous of their all that happens to matter the mathemati-
own shadows. The shooting was mostly in cians took possession of the atom. What 
the air and did little damage. On the Satur- we have now is a lawless abstraction of 
day the "lights-out" order was repeated, which it is impossible to form any mental 
and the fusillade that followed was extreme· picture-a figment of the scientific imagina-
ly violent and prolonged. Few people can tion, a wraith. 
have slept much that night, and the general 
* * * effect was so demoralizing that on Sunday 
it was first announced that the night would 
be quieter, and finally that lights might be 
left on and windows open as usual unless an 
air-raid alarm was sounded by police-car 
sirens. 
A newcomer to Madrid would be first 
struck by the burnt-out ruins of churches 
and convents and next by the red or red-
and· black flags flying over countless houses, 
large and small. Every trade union has 
moved into new quarters and has placed its 
own armed guards over them. These loll 
at the gates or doors on sofas or chairs, or 
may be seen through open windows playing 
gramophones, operating wireless sets, or 
looking through books and examining the 
bric·a·brac that goes to make a luxurious 
modern home. Electric lights are turned 
on and the servants of the place, those that 
have not fled, are welcomed as comrades. 
It is diffic~lt to estimate the value of 
quantity of landed property "occupied." It 
must be a high proportion of urban wealth. 
Who, in future, will pay the rates and taxes 
on it? Some of the "holdings" may ultimate-
ly be relinquished, for they are obviously 
little suited to the purposes for which they 
are at present ostensibly destined. For the 
nonce thousands of men find.a job squatting 
on these premises. How are these men ever 
to be set to work, or by whom will they be 
replaced if they and their guns are needed 
at "the front"? The people who formerly 
lived in those houses are in prison or in 
hiding. 
-The Times Weekly Edition, London. 
Let us not forget that atoms, protons, 
electrons, positrons, neutrons, alpha par-
ticles are but inferences. All that the 
physicist sees are lines and bands in a 
spectrum, deflections of glowing streams 
by electromagnets, radioactive effects in 
matter, splashes on luminous screens, 
streaks of light on photographs, bendings 
and forkings of meteor-like trails as par-
ticles plow their way through a fog in a 
little chamber. 
The scientist simply has to theorize. So 
he creates the atom, the electron, the pro-
ton, the neutron and all the other particles 
with which we have become acquainted. 
Does this mean that atoms and even 
smaller particles have no existence? No 
one can maintain so. But we shall never 
see any of. them. In all nature there is no 
such thing as the atom or the electron, as 
theory demands. All are abstractions, nor 
is there such a thing in all nature as the 
mathematician's point (which has no di-
mensions but only position) or a straight 
line (which has no width). A cube exists 
only in the mathematician's mind. Yet 
there are obviously cubical bodies, such as 
houses and. boxes. An abstract atom is 
born of the physicist's intellectual neces-
sity. Yet a mass of iron is undoubtedly 
composed of atoms of iron. A free electron 
has no existence. But a stream of elec· 
trans is an electric current, a stroke of 
lightning. 
* * * 
Ultimate Truths Sought in the Atom 
The atom as the great mathematical 
physicists of our time see it-Einstein, 
Planck, Schroedinger, de Broglie, Reisen· 
berg-is a kind of symphony. Just as a 
composer puts down certain notes on ruled 
paper and gives them certain intensities, 
qualities and relationships, so the physicist 
composes an atom of protons, electrons 
and neutrons. Both in music and in ma-
thematics we deal with symbols to which 
definite values and meanings are given. 
EFFORTS OF SCIENCE TO SMASH IT APPROACH ROCK BOTTOM 
OF THE UNIVERSE 
By WALDEMAR KAEMPFFERT 
(Continued /rom August Number) 
Three years ago Dr. Car-l Anderson of 
Millikan's laboratory looked on some 
photographs of gas atoms wrecked by 
cosmic rays. Streaks presented themselves 
to his eye, like meteor trails. But one trail 
was bent differently from the rest. Why? 
An electro-magnet had forced aside the 
other trails--trails of negative electrons in 
one direction. This was Crookes's old ex-
periment. That one trail was bent in the 
opposite direction. 
Anderson was quick to realize the sig· 
nificance. He beheld the luminous wake 
of an entirely new particle-the positron. 
It looks as if cosmic radiation is in part 
composed of positrons. That they are con-
stituents of matter follows from the fact 
that when some elements are bombarded 
by gamma rays (very powerful light bul-
lets shot out by radium) out fly a positron 
and an electron from the same place. At 
any rate one mystery was cleared up by 
Anderson's discovery. The proton was 
the positive or electrical opposite of the 
negative electron. Physicists had predict-
ed something that must be not only the 
electrical opposite but the mass-opposite. 
Now they had it. 
And still the physicists are not satisfied. 
They foretold the neutron and the positron. 
Now they foretell the neutrino and another 
particle which is the negative opposite of 
the positive proton. 
With each new discovery about the atom 
it has been necessary to revise the concep-
tion of its structure. One by one the models 
have gone. For Thomson's positive jelly 
iri which negative electrons were embed-
ded, Rutherford substituted an atom with 
a 'dense nucleus around which electrons 
revolved like planets. When it turned out 
that an atom so constituted should have 
collapsed ages ago-and with it the uni-
verse-physicists accepted the Bohr atom. 
In this the electrons jumped from orbit to 
orbit as they gained or lost energy and 
emitted light and heat as they did so. 
Suppose that nobody on earth had ever 
heard a piece of music. Then suppose that 
Beethoven's Fifth symphony is played over 
and over again by invisible musicians. The 
physicist's problem is to devise an appara-
tus which will sift out one note from an-
other and analyze it, infer what kind of 
invisible instruments produce the sounds, 
deduce the rules followed in determining 
what notes should be played and how long 
and how loudly. 
It is not likely that he would succeed in 
imagining violins and clarinets or even 
musicians blowing into horns. He would 
postulate merely vibrating bodies. These 
would meet his requirements. Even with 
this simplification the odds against his 
completely solving the mystery of Beetho-
ven's Fifth symphony played by unknown 
means would be heavy. 
Solving the problem of the invisible 
atom, which is far more complex than any 
orchestra, and which emits light and heat 
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and other forms of energy in more intricate 
ways than sound is emitted by musical 
instruments, is infinitely difficult. The 
analogy between a symphony and an atom 
is more accurate than may be supposed. 
We cannot make a model of a symphony 
as we can of a house. Neither can we 
make a model of the atom as it is now con· 
ceived, because there is nothing tangible 
about it. We cannot talk about Beetho-
ven's Fifth symphony and hope to make 
any one who has never heard it understand 
how it sounds. Nor can we talk about the 
atom in terms of protons, electrons and 
neutrons in the hope of making anybody 
who is not a good mathematician under· 
stand how it emits particles if it is a radium 
atom or why it sends out light when it is 
electrically excited. 
* * * 
Music is composed according to rules. 
The composers of the atomic symphony 
must also follow rules. They must give 
us an atom that harmonizes with the 
known facts about matter. T hey must ex-
plain why it is that the neon in the tubes 
of Main Street's lights glows red, why heat 
comes out of red-hot iron, why roses are 
red, why hydrogen is a light gas and lead 
is a heavy solid. It takes the highest type 
of intellect to deduce the fundamentals-
deduce not only how the atom may be 
constructed but why it behaves as it does, 
why it radiates energy just as an invisible 
orchestra radiates a symphony. 
It turns out that we have to give up the 
idea of a machine atom, meaning some-
thing that does predictable things. Spin a 
dynamo and everybody knows that elec-
tricity, a stream of electrons, will pour out. 
But nothing can be predicted about in· 
dividual atoms or about their individual 
electrons or neutrons. The methods of 
the statistician have to be applied --meth-
ods much like those invented by the life-
insurance actuaries to determine some-
thing about the mean expectancy of life. 
Where the individual electron may be 
within the atom, what it may be doing, no 
one knows. But what the average electron 
is doing - that can be determined. Un-
fortunately, the average electron has no 
more a tangible existence than the average 
man. Yet it is a necessary conception. 
Because the old "natural laws" have 
broken down within the atom, because 
there is nothing like a machine, our whole 
conception of the universe has changed. 
Schroedinger rejoices. He thinks that 
cause and effect-the idea of the machine 
-is a relic of a savage way of thinking. 
We no longer believe that Boreas puffs out 
his cheeks to make the wind blow from 
the north, that angels push the planets 
around, as Kepler did. Similarly, accord-
ing to Schroedinger, it is time that we give 
up the childish notion that effect has its 
cause. 
Out of atom smashing, out of the intel-
lectual effort to explain what the atom is, 
comes a new, profound and stirring con-
ception of the universe and our place in it. 
Everything was not foreordained with the 
great act of creation, as the world believed 
only a generation ago. We are free agerits 
again. The mathematical physicist who 
once had nothing but contempt for the 
philosopher because he was not an experi· 
menter has of necessity become a philoso-
pher himself. If atoms, electrons and all 
the other particles, considered as theoreti· 
cal individuals, are creatures of the mind, 
if it is impossible to m ake measurements 
without injecting the mind into them, the 
old Gradgrind conception of the universe 
must go. 
Something lies outside of ourselves-of 
that the physicist is convinced. But what 
it is his symphonies about the atom do not 
tell. Yet out of this questioning comes a 
revolution in thought as destructive as any 
that we owe to Copernicus, Galileo and 
Newton. What the ultimate effect will be 
on art, religion, science itself no one can 
foresee. But it is at least certain that 
when atom smashing began there also be-
gan a smashing of much scientific and 
philosophic self-satisfaction. 
The New Ym·k T ·imes Magazine, May 24, 1936. 
* 
* YOUTH IN COLLEGE * * 
The boy who went to college in the early for information than any willingness to 
1920's was, so magazines of the time in- battle for or against specific ideas. Yet 
formed you, a sophisticated whelp, obstre· intellectual curiosity born of caution may, 
indeed, result in the crusades of tomorrow. 
perously vocal about his clothes, his gin, At the moment the student sniffs the wind; 
his girls, and his general disrespect for all and if prosperity fails to hold up ... 
constituted authority. The undergraduate will turn to new 
In an effort to find what generalizations leaders. He is already doing so to some 
fit the estimated 1,200,000 U. S. university extent. The football star, the smoothie 
students of today, FoRTUNE has combed from the big prep school who bec;omes 
the available printed data, including d ozens track manager, and the socially graceful 
prom leader - these still have honor and 
of college newspapers, has circulated ques- respect. But the intellectually curious 
tionnaires, and has intensively investigated person - with his debating prowess and his 
25 American universities, ranging from the Lippmannesque column in the campus 
heavily attended eastern liberal arts col- paper-whom student snobs used to con-
leges to small campuses in the corn belt, sider queer or "wet," is climbing past the 
and from select girls' colleges to far- conventional old-style campus big man. 
western state coeducational institutions. This does not mean the colleges are becom-
A picture definitely homogeneous in char- ing radicalized. The mulling over social 
acter emerges, the first generalization from and enonomic problems has not yet pro-
which is . . • duced any definite youth movement. The 
T he present-day generation wants security. Hearst papers have grown excited about 
On the average, it is a cautious, subdued, the menace of undergraduate radicalism, 
unadventurous generation, unwilling to but the college polls usually show the 
storm heaven, afraid to make a fool of students voting for the Republican and 
itself. Yearners for security do not seek Democratic candidates. T he new-style 
to make the world over. They simply want campus leader is more apt to demand 
a heaven in a job that is guaranteed to be courses in Communism or Fascism than 
safe and permanent. If today's stujents he is to take a stand for or against these 
are deciding on teaching or civil service types of social organization. But the 
jobs, it is not only because they have ideals I campus is a little- a very little- to the left 
about molding the future generation or i of the country as a whole, just as the col-
helping their country. It is also because , lege newspapers are o ften to the left of the 
such jobs promise relief from economic undergraduate bodies. For the present, 
uncertainty. In business they will be per- however, the average student is marking 
fectly willing to do what they are told time and dallying with . .. 
without quibbling. They are, in brief, Culture and the Good Life. Horticulture, 
tractable corpora~ion material. . But whe_re ceramics, art interpretation are studied 
are the future mdustnal_ and financ1al along with the social sciences. There is a 
le~ders commg from? N1ce, decent . and vast profusion of intramural athletics, no 
w1llmg boys may ultlmately be a hab1hty. one caring greatly whether his side wins 
This does not mean that the generation or loses, all out for mild fun. Ping-pong, 
is apathetic; "passive" is an apter adjec- court tennis, squash, experiments with the 
tive. Economics professors tell you: "The Leica candid camera- the popularity of all 
college boys of today are way ahead of such things is increasing by leaps and 
those of ten years ago. They are much bounds. Yet the Good Life cannot be at-
more interested in political and social tained by making a cult of hobbies. The 
questions, and they take many more Good Life demands some animating ... 
courses in those subjects. Th~y know what Faith, with a dependent moral code. Yet 
1s gomg on 111 the world. Academic - save for an occasional Buchmanite flurry 
standards have been tightened during the - religion, as an institution, has taken a 
past decade, and the undergraduate8 ~re back seat. Too passive to be atheist, the 
more studtous. St; _another generahzatwn undergraduate is vaguely deist. In colleges 
may be set up. I he college student of where compulsory. chapel lingers on, he 
today IS · • • worships with an air of extreme fatigue. 
Intellectually curious about the world. The fatigue is so evident that when the 
His curiosity about the conditions that will Daily Princeton ian recently assembled a 
face him after graduation has led to wide- Leica camera portfolio of typical wor· 
spread inflation of the sociology, history, shipers - some half asleep, some tying 
and economics departments. But this in- shoes and neckties, some reading the New 
quisitive student is pretty much in the I York Herald Tribune, some playing Salvo, 
listening stage, revealing more of a desire some doing lessons, and some simply gawk· 
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ing at the rafters-it clinched the case 
against chapel with the Board of Trustees. 
* * 
PRESS CUTTINGS 
* * The girls' colleges show more religious hunger than the boys'. But it is difficult 
to see much. hope for institutional religion 
even there. One young cynic put it: "He's 
a nice God, but not very useful in an 
emergency." Yet some 20 percent of the 
undergraduates in both men's and women's. 
colleges think that religion or ethics will 
play a greater r61e than science or inven-
tion in the future. 
Liquor, Sex, Fashion. Today there is no 
prohibition law to defy, hence Jess flam-
boyant drinking is the rule. An infinites-
imal number of undergraduates may serve 
cocktails before dinner in their rooms, and 
the less conscientious student may go 
nightly to the town taproom for a glass or 
two of beer, but the average undergraduate 
doesn't get tight, at least until classes are 
over for the week. 
As for sex, it is, of course, still with us. 
But, whereas ten years ago promiscuity 
was either a ·fact or an idea that haunted 
the imagination, today the undergraduate's 
general idea seems to be that promiscuity 
isn't very pretty. The only place where 
the premarital double-standard idea seems 
to have any popularity is at Pacific Coast 
universities that are under the Hollywood 
influence. Elsewhere the code seems to 
be reasonable restraint, particularly on the 
part of the girls, before marriage, and 
fidelity on both sides after marriage. All 
in all, sex is no longer news. And the fact 
that it is no longer news is news. 
Fifteen years ago, the talks late at night 
by college g irls concerned careers and 
living their own lives. The trek to Green-
wich Village was on. Today the prospect 
of marriage and children is popular again. 
Sixty percent of the college girls and 50 
percent of the men would like to get mar-
ried within a year or two after graduation, 
and 50 percent of each sex would like to 
have children soon after marriage. On 
the subject of working wives, however, 
only 15 percent of the men think their 
future mates should hold paid jobs after 
marriage, while 40 percent of the girls, 
being afraid of boredom, look with favor 
upon continuing work. 
If the foregoing generalizations imply a 
case for or against the undergraduate, the 
same case may be stated for or against the 
country as a whole. Youth lives by imita-
tion; which is no case against youth, but 
may be one against their elders. It will, 
of course, be objected that local tradition 
makes for 150 or 200 different college 
types. But just as all Chinamen are ob-
viously Chinamen before they are indi-
viduals to an American traveler in the 
Orient, so the American college students 
seem more alike than different to the 
stranger who looks in upon the · campuses 
~alike, in that all are children of the sub-
dued spirit of the somber thirties. 
Adapted from "Fortune." 
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The Queen Mary Wins 
The Blue Riband: 
REGAINED FOR BRITAIN AFTER 
7YEARS 
The Queen Mary regained for Great 
Britain the Blue Riband of the Atlantic 
by crossing from the Ambrose Lightship, 
New York Harbour, to Bishop's Rock, off 
the Isles of Scilly, at an average speed of 
30.63 knots. 
She thus beat the French liner Norman-
die's record for the west to east crossing by 
.32 knot, and is the first liner to make any 
crossing in fewer than four days. 
Speaking to a Daily Mail reporter at 
three o'clock in the morning on the' ocean 
telephone, Mr. Gisler, of Johannesburg, a 
first-class passenger, said: "Scores of pas-
sengers are staying up all night to celebrate 
.the liner's grand performance. 
"We have just hove to· off Cherbourg, and 
it is a very proud ship that will go on to 
Southampton to-day." 
The Blue Hiband is held by the liner 
making the crossing, either way, at the 
highest average speed and was last held by 
Britain in 1929. In that year the Maureta-
nia, holder of the record for 22 years, with 
an average speed of 27.05 knots, lost it to 
the German liner Bremen. 
Although the Queen Mary had already 
beaten the Normandie's average (30.14 knots 
against 29.94 knots) for the east to west 
crossing-on the first half of her present 
round trip-the Cunard-White Star liner 
had to beat the record of 30.31 knots es-
tablished on her French rivars return from 
her maiden voyage in J une last year. 
The Queen Mary returned on the same 
track as that on which she made her out-
ward journey. She left New York at 1 p.m. 
(ship's time) on Wednesday, August 26, 
passed Ambrose Light at 2.15 p.m. the same 
day, and reached Bishop's Rock at 8.12 
p.m., British Summer Time, on August 30. 
Despite fog which overhung the Scilly 
Islands and the Channel, the time of the 
passage was 3 days 23 hours 57 minutes 
over 2,929 miles. 
The Normandie, which followed a dif-
ferent track on her then record-breaking 
west to east run, covered 3,1)15 miles in 4 
days 3 hours 28 minutes. The Queen Mary 
thus beat her on time by 3 hours 31 minutes. 
CLYDEBANK CELEBRATES 
As she was completing her successful bid 
a Daily Mail reporter spoke by radio-tele 
phone to an American on board the liner. 
"She is ploughing her way 111agnificently 
through patches of mist," he said, "and we 
are all on tenterhooks. 
~· Up on the bridge Sir Edgar Britten, the 
captain, is keeping her progress a great 
secret." 
Clydebank was a town of delighted work-
men. News of the Queen Mary's success 
was telephoned to officials of John Brown 
and Co., the builders, and to leading towns-
men. The word soon spread throughout the 
town. 
The Queen Mary was launched by Queen 
Mary, with King George, in September 1934 
and sailed on her maiden voyage last March. 
She is 1,018 ft. long, with a displacement of 
80,773 tons, and a horse-power estimated 
at 200,000. Sir Edgar Britten, who is 61, 
was formerly captain of the Berengaria. 
Mr. Llewellyn Roberts, the Queen Mary's 
chief engineer, gave up his holiday to be in 
charge of the engines on the record-break-
ing voyage. Daily Mail. 
LONDON WOMAN HIKES 
24,000 MILES ALONE 
By MARGARET LANE 
. Over the London-Simla telephone line 
Miss Audrey Harris, a London woman aged 
30, told me how she plans to return home 
in a few weeks after a lone journey of 
24 .000 miles. 
Miss Harris, whose parents have houses 
at Sharpthorne, Sussex, and in Phillimore-
gardens, Kensington, will then have t ravel-
led across Europe, Siberia, Manchukuo, 
Korea, Japan, Dutch East Indies, Nepal, 
Tibet, Afghanistan, and P ersia. 
Now resting at Viceregal Lodge, Simla, 
before starting on the last lap of her journey· 
she has completed the first year of her 
travels by train, boat, aeroplane, and on 
foot - with no luggage but a rucksack and 
no company but her own. 
Miss Harris, who was presented at Court 
in 1925, thinks her adventures anything but 
extraordinary. 
" I've lived so much from day to day," 
she told me, "never making plans. until the 
_last minute, never worrying except about 
immediate problems, that it's difficult for 
me to think of the journey as a whole. 
"I left London last August, and travelled 
third-class by train to Moscow. 
"Then I crossed Siberia by the Trans-
Siberian railway, travelling 'hard' class 
all the way It wasn't half as uncomfort-
able as you'd think. We were four in a 
carriage, the others being an American, a 
Russian peasant waman, aud a Chinese. 
"In Manchukuo I travelled about by train 
and lorry, sleeping in native huts, and buy-
ing my food as I went along. Food was 
always rather a gamble, because ·1 don't 
speak Russian or Chinese, ahd everywhere 
I had to ask for everything by signs! One 
becomes an excellent actress when really 
hungry. 
IN ARMY LORRY 
"The Br itish authorities warned me not 
to try to go to J ehol, as there was trouble 
with bandits and the Red army. However, 
I made friends with some Japanese soldiers, 
and by pointing and saying 'Jehol! ' over 
and over again persuaded them to take me 
with them in an army lorry. There was 
fighting going on most of the time. 
"Everyone told me that I would be shot, 
or at least run into bandits, but I'm still 
alive! 
THE POLE STAR MONTHLY 
"The only time I was really frightened 
was when flying ou t of Manchukuo in a tiny 
J apanese aeroplane. There was something 
the matter with the exhaust, and the floor 
got terr ibly hot and then began to burn. 
However, we got down in time and the pilot 
put things right. 
" I have kept a diary. Why have I done 
all thi s travelling? Ah! I just for the interest 
and pleasure I get ou t of it. Travelling 
a lone has always been the thing I've liked 
best, and I was determined to see the Far 
East." Daily Mail. 
Fourteen 'Planes to Race 
to South Africa: 
"All Empire" Dash for £ 10,000 
A last minute entry brings the number of 
British aeroplanes taking part in the £ 10,-
000 "All Empire " air race from London 
to Johannesburg on September 29 to 14. 
High speeds a re like ly in this go-as-you-
please dash to South Africa, for which the 
prize-money is being g iven by Mr. Isidore 
\V. Schlesinger, a Hand magnate who aspires 
to make hi s country air-minded. 
The distance between London and Johan· 
nesburg is roughly 6,500 miles. Competitors 
may choose any route they please, except 
tha t they must be seen at tl1e Belgrade 
tuming-point and must call at Cairo. 
Provided he has taken under 120 hours 
for the journey, the first pilot to reach the 
Golden City will receive £4,000. Handi-
cap prizes of £3,000, £1,500, £1,000, and 
£500 wiLl also be awarded. 
The night of September 29 has been 
chosen as zero hour for the race to give 
competitors the advantage of a full moon. 
At that time of year good weather is like ly 
right across Europe and over the Mediter· 
ranean, but pilots will probably encounter 
heavy, if short, rainstorms between Khar-
toum and Hhodesia. 
THE FAVOURITES 
Supplies of special hi ghly combustible 
petrol, designed for use in the high-speed 
craft which will be taking par t in the race, 
have already left Port Sudan for Khartoum, 
whence it is being taken another 1,000 miles 
up the N ile to Juba. 
Of the 14 machines en tered for the race, 
no fewer than seven are Pe1·civals, and it is 
one of these machines which experts confi· 
dently expect will carry off the £4.,000 prize. 
Most favoured of the type is the Percival 
Vega Gull, with which four are taking part. 
These machines, though powered with en· 
gines of only 200 h.p., are capable of a top 
speed of at leas t 175 miles an hour. 
The Over-Seas Daily Mail, London. Sept. 5. 
Baby Grand Hotel 
For the benefit of parents who wish to 
travel, six Baby Grand Hotels have been 
established in Berlin. Th~re children, from 
babes in arms to 13-year-olds can be safe ly 
stored until call ed for-perhaps a day, per-
haps three months. The children are cared 
for by trained supervisors. Ther e are or-
ganized outdoor games, birds and goldfish 
to be fed, marionette shows and story hours. 
Prices are a dollar a day, $20 a month. 
-Delineator. 
AUSTRALIAN LEAVES 
USED IN GERMANY 
Sydney. 
The fallen elm leaves that li tter the pret· 
ty, tree-lined streets of Bacchus Marsh, 
Victoria, each year have taken on a new 
value this Autumn. The Town Council's 
street cleaners are bagging the leaves for 
sale to an unnamed German chemical com-
pany. It is buying as many elm leaves as 
Bacchus Marsh can supply. 
Just ou ts ide Melbourne equipment has 
been set up to treat the leaves and export 
the resultant essence to Germany for final 
processing. Secrecy is maintained regard-
ing the method of extraction and the use to 
which the essence is to be put. 
The Melbourne representative of the Ger-
man company offers no information in the 
purposes of the leaves beyond stating that 
the extract might be used in treating a lung 
complaint or in the manufacture of h] gh 
explosives. 
THE WORLD'S LARGEST 
BRIDGE SYSTEM ALMOST 
FINISHED AT SAN 
FRANClSCO: 
A DOUBLE-DECK STRUCTURE 8t 
MILES LONG 
The San Francisco-Oakland Bay bridge, 
now almost completed for its public open ing 
towards the end of this year, is by far the 
largest bridge system in the world. The 
project is St miles long from terminal to 
term inal. It is a double-decked s tructure 
with a tunnel in the middle through Y erba 
Buena Island. The upper deck of the double 
bridge is divided into six traffic lanes for 
passenger motors only; the lower deck has 
three lanes for lorries and heavy motor 
transport, with two lines of electric t rains. 
First comes the approach road system, 4:200 
ft. in length, at the San Francisco end, 
gradually rising from the city terminal until 
it joins the suspension bridge of the W est 
Bay cross ing, which passes high over the 
shipping in the Bay to Y erba Buena Island. 
This island has been used to join the West 
Bay section of the bridge with the even 
longer East Bay section. The twin road-
ways run through a tunnel bored through 
the mass of rock forming the island. The 
West Bay crossing is 10,450 ft. long, and 
the section through the island is 2950 ft. 
From here the East Bay section, 19,400 ft. 
in leng th, curves round towards Oakland. 
where the roadway spreads out into a huge 
Toll Plaza with sixteen traffic lanes. From 
the Plaza to the Oakland terminal is another 
6500 ft., making the project 43,500 ft. in a ll, 
or St mile.s. Little now remains to be done 
except the paving of the upper decks. The 
total estimated cost is 78,000,000 dollars 
(about £ 15,600,000)-to be paid for partly 
by tolls which will be gradually reduced to 
nothing over a period of twenty years. This 
mighty project should not be confused with 
the Golden Gate bridge-a separate under-
taking also in progress at San Francisco. 
-The Illustrated London News. 
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Turks Eagerly Pick Own 
Surnames 
Istanbul.-The period wherein every Tur-
kish citizen was r equired to register a sur-
name in accordance with the law promulgat-
ed eighteen months ago has expired and any 
person who has failed to perform this duty 
will be called upon to pay a fine of £2, and 
have a surname assigned to him. During 
the last few days the registry offices have 
been besieged by people anxious not only to 
escape the fine but also to register names of 
their own choice. 
Until the new law was enacted su rnames 
had been generally discarded in Turkey, 
each person being in the habit of calling 
himself by his own g iven name followed by 
that of his father. As the number of given 
names was limited, the habit led to much 
confusion. There were for instance in-
numerable M ehmet Alis, I smai l H akkis and 
so on, and it became necessary to distinguish 
men of the same name by reference to their 
call ings, some personal attitude or peculi-
arity. Thus the Alis became T cholak Ali 
(one armed), Kel Ali (the bald), Bahchivan 
Ali (the gardener), &c. 
Now· that surnames have become de ri-
gueur, many heads of families have selected 
names in striking contrast to their physical 
appearance or their station m life. No 
doubt the Kel Alis and the Bahchivan Alis 
welcomed thi s opportunity of exc-hanging 
names which drew attention to physical de· 
formities or lowly walk in life for names 
suggestive of romance. 
-The New York Times, .July 26, 1936. 
Electric Voting System 
The Swedish National Parliament has 
ins talled a modern electric voting sys tem 
by which the votes of the 150 members of 
the Senate are accurately counted in 20 
seconds, and those of the 230 members of 
the House, in :.iO seconds. On the desk of 
each member are two buttons, one for voting 
"Aye" and the other for "Nay." On one 
wall is a chart, indicating the seat and name 
of each member. Above the name are four 
lmnps: green for "Aye"; red for "Nay"; 
white for not-voting ; and a smaller red one 
standing for "Absent. " Flashed on this 
panel, each vote can be seen clearly from 
any part of the room. When the voting is 
finished, the speaker presses a button, mak· 
ing further voting or changes impossible. 
H e then touches another button, and almost 
instantly the result, automatically tabulated, 
is shown in electric lights. A permanent 
photographic record is made of each vote. 
-Scientific A ·merican. 
Glenn W. Shaw's New Book 
Living in Japan 
P1•ice ¥2.50 
To be published on Oct. 15th 
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工業自本精紳
6y Ginjiro Fujihara 
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